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MY SOUL'S HOLIDAY 

One morning my Soul from its slumber sprang, 

Its wings were spread, such laughter rang 

From its lips aloud as seemed to me 

More light than ever a laugh could be. 

My Soul, with upraised finger-tip 

Set smilingly upon its lip. 

Bade me to follow, and said in my ear: — 

"Let's leave your dull, dead body here; 

Your heart is sad — we'll go without. 

Sad Heart won't work what we're about. 

For once you and your Soul shall be 

In the sweet air of morning free." 

'Twas hard for me to drop my chain. 

So I looked at my dead, cold face again. 

"Don't tarry, even should your body die 

'Twere better far — than you and I 

Should be as we used to be before 

Your Heart became so sad and sore. 

Don't you remember when we were young 

And deftly from our dreaming sprung? 

Your old dead Heart's to blame for this; 

But never mind — this morning's bliss 

I bought from Fate with tears and sighs. 

Now let us enjoy our sudden prize." 

With both my hands within her own 

She sped along a sea-girt zone: — 

"I hate the earth, always to me 

Is fresh and sweet the deep-waved Sea. 
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Come down with me! On that pure strand 
We'll build a palace such as land 
And the loose confines of the air 
Did never hold or could compare. 
I love the Sea, because 'tis said 
When your old Heart is really dead 
We two must journey thro' the sky: — 
That's well enough for by and by, 
To-day I choose the sun-lit Sea 
With countless caves for you and me." 
Adown we dived — the waters sweet 
Pressed round our foreheads and our feet; 
Ten thousand looks of love divine 
From twice ten thousand eyes did shine: 
The water-nymphs from every shore 
Came plunging in harmonious roar 
To greet a Diver with his Soul — 
Freed from a heavy Heart's control. 
Gems from the depths of every sea 
Brought they unto my Soul and me. 
"Take these from us, most willingly 
Behold the tribute of the Sea 
To thy sweet Soul who trusts to-day 
The joys she wrung from Fate away 
Unto our hollow depths: we'll rear 
From swift-cut waves and billows clear 
Cave after cave and winding ways 
Fit for an Ocean Ruler's praise: — 
Name unto us thy wildest needs 
And we will make thy wishes deeds!" 
Then my loved Soul withheld my speech. 
And traced both arms their widest reach! 
"Build in this place a Palace fair 
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Beyond what earth, beyond what air 

Did hold or ever could compare. 

Build stairs of gem — and floors of foam^ 

All riches of your Ocean home 

Unlock and bring, unspairingly 

Build for my Love, and build for me." 

Like rays of light the sea-nymphs flew, 

Darting the paths and windings thro'; 

Swifter than clouds are piled in air 

Rose the clear walls and glittering stair; 

Blocks of Ocean-depths cut thro' 

And piled atop — blue after blue; 

Pillars of green, couches of foam. 

Gardens of sea-weed where to roam; 

Windows of light and grots of shell 

The white-armed nymphs arranged well — 

While sat my sweet-eyed Soul and I 

Watching the fairy work go by. 

She clapped her hands: — "O haste away. 

You know I only have today; 

O for a night and its sweet sleep 

Within that fairy Palace-keep!" 

Could nymphs go faster? If before 

They raised a stair and placed a floor 

With speed of angels, now they flew 

Like angels' wishes seaways thro' ! 

The Palace halls were filled with foam 

Flying from wave and dashing stone; 

Gems fell from the walls and towers of light 

Like meteors on a summer's night; 

The air was laden with sweet breath 

Of working maids — all underneath 

Was filled with bits of gem and spray 
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Piled in confusion's wildest way. 

Then came a chorus and a shout. 

As the wild workers hurried out. 

'Twas finished. We pushed and passed the doors, 

And oped the blinds and paced the floors, 

Ran up the stairs, viewed from the towers 

Hedges of gems and fields of flowers — 

While every beauty there was ours! 

Something we missed from the sweet scene, 

Missed as we looked the fields between — 

Where were the sea-nymphs ? They had fled ! 

Adown the stairs or overhead. 

Within the halls, in winding way 

No sea-nymph parted the cool spray. 

When my Soul saw we were alone 

Her joy fell to an undertone: — 

"This Palace is too wild for me, 

I fear the great waves of the sea. 

These stairs of foam roar in my ears. 

The very gems seem like my tears ! 

The gates of evening are ajar 

And we have wandered. Love, too far!" 

I leapt ! — My longing for my Heart 

Could scarcely tear the waves apart; 

To think that I was fighting here 

And my Heart dead upon its bier! 

"O Heart! dead Heart! If e'er again 

I see the sorrow of thy mien. 

Kiss thy sad face, and hear thy tone. 

Call all thy blood-red throbs mine own. 

Clasp thee again within my breast — 

There shall thy sins and sorrows rest!" 

I strove with might : the wild spray flew. 
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Monsters and demons charged the blue; 

My Soul and I in terror fled; 

Madly I strove to reach the dead. 

And clove the waters overhead. 
♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 

Ah, the sweet smile that my old Heart 
Gave as it wakened with a start — 
With that sweet smile upon its face 
The old Heart crept into its place ! 
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BALDRIC AND LISSOY 

In the King's hall his lords were banqueting. 

Good wine was poured, free laughter echoed; and 

Many a jest fell from wide-opened mouths — 

Chiefly on Baldric. Coarsely the King's son, 

Prince Malcolm, cried the lack of decent faith 

And courteous knighthood in a hostage flown. 

While the rough lords, who erst had prized the Prince 

Come hostage to them, for his feats of arms. 

His supple limbs, his visage shining far 

With sweetness and a quenchless light of truth. 

Broke into maledictions, roughly smote 

Each other on the forehead, and cried out 

That jades and cowards did o'erdo the wise. 

"But yesterday" — ^spake out a brawny knight. 

Gripping a beaker of enormous girth. 

Gulping betimes and speaking, — "but yesterday 

The hireling did outvie my selfsame slall 

In breaking a wild mare; so tamed and sprang 

Upon the startled creature that she paced 

Affrighted thro' the gate, and gently back." 

Another chiming in: "The day before 

He seized the burdens my two henchmen bare, 

A half-grown heifer each, and, with light laugh. 

Shoulders erect, bore them to basting." — So 

One and another spread the tales of strength 

In freak and prowess by the truant Prince, 

Until — inflamed to hear an enemy 

Approved, even with oaths, for misused skill — 

Prince Malcolm cried again: "My lords, what time 

Did Baldric dwell among us hostage-sent 

The arm of thy king's son was paralyzed. 
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Ofttime with taunting face the wild-bred Prince 

O'erdid me in the field and wide-spread plain — 

Tricks of his boyhood, harbored on the rocks, 

Nurtured and sheltered down beast-ridden hills, 

And drawing sustenance from hollow wilds. 

Know ye that with the spear and wheeling sword. 

Swiftly descending, brook I betters none. 

Hear ye, my lords: Since Baldric passed his truce 

And the security of my father gives 

To such as hostage are from vanquished wars, 

I, Prince, proclaim my right of challenger 

Should e'er his flying feet come backward here 

To eyes that scorn him and the heart that hates!" 

Whereat the lords roared loud approval and 

Metantur smiled. He smiled, the King, but yet 

His heart was sad. Two years the savage Prince 

Passed Malcolm and Metantur's bearded lords 

For strength and skill — whereat the grave old King 

Warmed with remembrance of his bygone days — 

Thinking too, Lissoy should wed with him; 

So when he fled Metantur's heart was heavy — 

Tho' half he believed Prince Malcolm's hardy words. 

Now Lissoy was a Witch, tho' none knew it. 

Save only Hondu, the gray mute. Hecla's 

Her mother's. Books of Cabal taught such power. 

And fearful insight into mystic lore. 

That Lissoy compassed all things. Hondu brought 

In secret the same Books at her twelfth year. 

And Lissoy, with a foretaste of her art. 

Contained the babbling of a woman's tongue. 

And pondered deeply. Many the magic night 

And days of smoke and incense passed she through. 

She reared an Island in a near-by Lake 
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To dwell therein. Hondu was there, and when 

The skiffs of pleasure-parties cruised the Lake, 

And ran athwart to those invisible shores. 

While courtly dames and rowers cried in fright 

From sunken rocks, wrapped in a cloud of air 

Their Princess Lissoy smiled with Witch's scorn. 

This shade, compassed in air, was Lissoy's self: 

Another self she made and placed at Court, 

And thro' this self saw Baldric. His beauty smote 

Her heart of hearts, so that she left the Isle, 

And, dwelling in the Palace, gave her eyes 

To passionate enjoyment of his face. 

But Baldric, with the innate dread of men 

Wild-bred, grew wary of the Witch's look. 

And when her earnest eyes, fixed on him, grew 

Into wide circles, the circles into seas. 

The seas to depths serene, with wide, cool caves 

Gleaming in seas and tempting him to plunge. 

The startled Prince drew back his outstretched head 

And, fearing Lissoy, hated. 'Twas therefore she 

Was fain to seize him in his sleep at night — 

She tried nor knew no art to cool her love — 

And haling out her boat of midnight cloud. 

With planet-light revolving in its bow. 

After a twelvemonth passed in quenchless flame — 

Flame of a Witch's added to a woman's love — 

Bore Baldric from the Palace to her Isle. 

So was his bond of hostage broken. 

Lissoy 
Sat like the moon upon her flooded Isle, 
And more than all the spells of moon and night 
Wove she around the soul of hiim, her passion, 
Till last the yieldi^ng Prince put out his lips. 
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Burning with eagerness, kissed her cool cheeks. 
Resistless mouth, fanned them to flaming fire. 
Spumed the cool pulse of her unoffered breasts. 
And from their melted snows drank blood-red wine. 

Great was the Wtch's beauty. Her deep eyes 
Were the dark hue of early moonless night; 
Her hair passed from her forehead as the leaves 
On yielding boughs go from the evening wind; 
Her mouth — O Sun and Sea, no smile of thine 
In morning or at evening wore the like! 
She moved a cloud — a mist from Heaven — a flash. 
From gates embattled near the source of things. 
So Baldric saw her, and so spent his days. 

Now Malcolm in his wrath and surety 
That Baldric would not come, upraised a cry 
Throughout the land and far Matanzine tribes 
Of Challenger: "Whereas a recreant Prince 
Foredoth his bond, and, flying from his word, 
Holdeth to savage and forbidden wilds. 
Thus challengeth to him the King's own son: 
A three-months' fruitless space we seeking went; 
Safe conduct to this Prince we hereby cry. 
Solely that mighty once he wielded arms; 
We do dispart the traitor from his name. 
And challenge on his knighthood — for a month — 
Metantur King and Malcolm!" 

This cried the heralds. 

On Lissoy's Isle no sun had risen yet; 
The art and vast enchantment of her lore 
Conjured a ceaseless night about the place — 
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Yet night from nature differing. The bright moon 

Blushed rosily upon her dimpled face, 

And the revolving planets, in their turn. 

Lost an ancestral whiteness in new tints. 

The stars alone stood out like gleaming gems; 

But all the rest, in heaven, or waiting earth, 

Seemed tinctured with a thousand dyes of dawn, 

A dawn delayed — while they expectant stood 

With pleasure ever on fruition's eve. 

Yet Baldric sickened. Even Lissoy's art 

Combated not the swift wings of the air 

Which bare the echoes of Prince Malcolm's cry. 

Even as a man starting from sleep he tossed. 

Refused the corners of his dewy couch. 

And turned adrift the white arms winding o'er 

His breast. Straining a startled ear he sought 

In woods and hollows of the Island hills 

For words he heard not. Lissoy sped anxious, 

Importunate, restless, impassioned, wild, 

Incanting charms and bearing her full breasts, 

Winding her arms, and pleading with a tongue 

Full of all softness and seductive skill. 

Still Baldric angered, and, with wakening sense 

Drove the fierce lightning of reviving eyes 

Full on her: "I charge thee send me hence; 

Swells at my heart an old, unconquered dread, 

Newly the cry of coward clanging rings 

In ears unused, and I will break my bonds." — 

— "If that I spare thee to deny the charge?" — 

"Give me my freedom, and for daylight's space 

The swift destruction of my yester arm. 

And I will serve thee — if I can forget." 

This said he, for he felt relapsing sense 
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And the encroachments of her constant charms. 
A light like star-lit depths swam in her eyes, 
And Lissoy kissed his feet. "Thou shalt return 
And smiting like the Sun, O Love, descend 
With flash and vengeance on emboldened shields." 

Then worked she with her art and fashioned 

An Image like to Baldric, which she sent 

To meet the lords at drinking. When it passed 

Forth from the Island in a cloud of night 

Prince Baldric felt a tremor, and he closed 

His eyes for listening what the Image said. 

Terror fell on the lords amidst their wine; 

A slow, pale Shape, of aspect singular. 

And stern in face, walked to its place amidst. 

Not one hand lifted as the Image spake: — 

"Next to to-morrow's sun Prince Baldric tries 

Issue of honesty with Malcolm, Prince; 

The powers, unknown, inviolable, strong. 

Potent to move, resistless in their sway. 

Detained and keep him in their close embrace. 

I pray thee speed the field. Caparison 

The midnight steed standing in Baldric's stall; 

Undo the helmet and disjoint the arms 

Accoutred shapely on the Prince's wall. 

For he would come as always — lords farewell!" 

Then Malcolm and Metantur, lords and squires 

Held not a drop of natural, manly blood 

About their hearts: fear seized them all, and most 

Of all on Malcolm, that he shook. Which Lissoy, 

Watching in the moonlight, saw and smiled. 

Then caused she a sweet cloud to blow upon 

Their nostrils, and their hardy hearts revived. 
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The foremost Malcolm, that he swung his arms 

And pitying the wan, so senseless, Shape 

To meet him after morrow, nodded and laughed. 

Disbanding Baldric's Shape, fair Lissoy drew 
His head upon her bosom and upraised 
His clinging eyelids. Then she poured her charms, 
Mingling her longing with his stricken sense. 
Till that he yearned, and yearning loved his fill. 
Thus sang she as bewithced time went by: — 

"By cloud and mist dies out the sun. 
The moon is sick, her light is gone. 
The stars are falling one by one. 
But love, my Love, lives on, lives on ! 

"The wind will poison where it passed. 
Red rivers rise with bloody taste 
To the lost wretch within them cast. 
But love, my Love, will last, will last! 

O hope and cling to love alone ! 
Love is the writing on the stone. 
Remaining still tho' overgrown — 
And living on. Sweet, living on ! 

"I am the Lover — thou the Love: 
Thou hast the power — I do but move: 
Run sweetly in thy settled groove — 
Who saw the end of circling Love?" 

First morn that Island saw broke on her song: 
Then Lissoy sent her harbinger of night 
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Hondu, to fetch the midnight steed and arms. 
These she enchanted, and the gloomy steed 
Flashed from his socket eyes of leaping flame. 
His hoofs were mighty brass; his breath of snow 
Chilled to the heart whereon the creature blew. 
The spear she tipped with fire and bathed the sword 
In a hot liquid of compounded light — 
Flashing and raging. Atop the tall-built helm, 
And down the linked mail she thickly strewed 
Red eyes of dragons : concentred in the shield 
A mighty snake waved his convulsive jaws. 
Then o'er them all she drew a mantle rich 
Of golden dye and sent her Hero forth. 
Horse and his rider stood within the boat. 
And Lissoy's self, invisible in air. 
Sang songs of glory as they ferried out — 
With the gold mantle shimmering in the sun. 

When Malcolm and the dread, expectant lords 

Saw the wild Prince in silken costume clad. 

They lightened, ancf their hearts with laughter filled. 

The more so, as with wayworn, haggard face. 

Nodding to neither. Baldric chose his place. 

Whereat the Herald blew and either asked 

If yet desirous to be quit the field. 

Three times he blew — and thrice they held their peace. 

Then Malcolm with a cutting tinge of scorn: 

"Wilt fight, O Prince, with golden arms to-day?" 

Whereat forgetful Baldric parted off 

His mantle and the magic arms unrolled. 

Dismay stood coldly upon Malcolm's lips. 

And the wide eyes of all beholders saw 

With horror a dread Serpent coiled a-shield. 
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Keen eyes of flame flashing afore, and red. 

Bleared dragons' eyeballs aping myriad shapes. 

Then first spake Baldric: "Such as I am thou seest: 

For good or ill enveloped in the fire 

Of Magic-breathing the ghastly smoke of Hell. 

My heart is like a Demon, and it leaps, 

Unknowing pity, to thy conquest. Prince!" 

Forth from his hand the quivering fire-tipped lance 

Dashed like a comet flying toward the sun. 

Burnt o'er the breastplate of Prince Malcolm's horse 

And smothered in his vitals. The bright sword. 

Blinding beholders, fused distempered mail. 

And fell a-hissing^ — quenching fire with blood. 

From this black smoke the Serpent's noise resounded 

But, like the clamor of a beaten gong. 

Its sibilant and high reverberate sounds 

Fell in whispers — the whispers into sighs. 

And sighs to echoes of a woman wailing. 

Thin, lambent flames consuming Malcolm's corse 

Split to a thousand tongues — ^leaping and singing — 

"Tho' men may die, Love is too sweet 
To perish with consuming heat; 
Tho' hearts run out, Love is too light 
To wander thro' the shades of night; 
Tho' swords are swift and steel is keen. 
Love lightly flies the way between; 
Love has a birth, but never dies — 
Love lacketh eyelids to its eyes — 
Love is a giver spoiled of all — 
A flame beyond its own recall — 
Love never was, but is, and I 
Hear nothing but my own heart's cry!" 

So Lissoy led the flaming steed away. 
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INSPIRATION 

Lo, I am one of those unhappy souls 
Who ever dwell upon the troubled shores 
Of Inspiration, and I lie amid 
The heaped sands. From time to time I see 
Fair spirits walk the shore with lightsome feet 
And happy aspect; harmonious speech they use 
And interchange; With heavenly faces some 
Look far across the sea, and smiling find 
A friend and comrade sailing o'er the deep 
Whom they would equal, and so passing on 
They eagerly unloose the golden chained goats. 
And push adrift with hurried ringing oar 
And gladsome sonnets singing. 

Far and sweet 
Return the echoes of their many songs 
Unto my anxious ears, and I, overcome 
By sad desire, do strive to gather in 
The dulcet pauses of their various tones 
And to repeat them; but my voice is harsh: 
A bitter diasppointment ceaselessly 
Recalls me unto silence, and I moan. 
Enough for me to watch the shining barks 
Which flit in silver circles o'er the sea 
And list their music ringing. Enough for me 
To see some far, resplendent, daring one 
Bend to his rhythmic oars and brave the sun. 
While from the distance, as from Heaven itself. 
Comes his sweet song. 
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Approaching to the shore, 
From out the great and populous unknown, 
Speeds a fair youth, as day before the sun. 
See him unlink the chains I oft have tried 
And seaward glide. Go, blessed soul, and join 
The company of them to search the sky. 
While I grow old and haggard by the sea. 
Sometime I deem it best that I return 
Unto yon city, and forsake the sea 
Of songs and echoes. So, with plodding feet. 
And heart a-bleeding, come I back— 

But oh, 

The cruel faces and the serpent eyes 

That glide the crowded ways ! Lo the hot breath 

Of pride and scorn is at my heart. No more 

The beautiful expanse of cloud and sea 

Brings to me life — to others song; no more 

The pleasant pain to hear them singing far 

Tho' I be silent; even so no more 

I witness what I would be — so afraid 

Unto the shore returns my running step. 

And my poor feet dip in the silver sea. 

There do I kiss the golden, glittering sands. 

And vow a vow to them and to the sun. 

That I will wait forever there to die 

Oh, shall it come, when past the weary watch. 

That, taught of Time, and many listening years, 

I shall uplift a song not harsh and rude ? 

And shall those far-off echoes, which resound 

Only forever to a harmony. 

Be ever caught by strain or song of mine — 

And in their gladsome caverns, sing again 
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My words — to send them moving o'er the sea ? 
So should this be, deem me as spirit blest. 
Emerging from a penance dread of years, 
And moving over pleasant, happy shores 
To an unearthly haven. Deem me as one 
Who, lost in the fruition of a hope. 
Forgets his pain forever. Deem me then 
Not suffering ever, but a favored soul 
With multitudinous companions gone 
Upon a way denied to other men. 
Naught shall the years of failure hinder me 
And naught their bitter burnings rob my heart. 
If I may pass the breakers of that sea 
I care not for my tears upon the shore; 
I care not for my life — nor any thing. 
Only I care to be in that bright sun, 
And sing the songs that others sing to me. 
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THE GOLD-DREAM 

A man stands by the Ocean's rim 
And looks along the level sands; 
The sea and shore are strange to him, 
And strange the hills by which he stands. 

A little stretch of shore and grass — 
A narrow slope by which to pass — 
And then from the blue sky drops down 
A rough-faced mountain's angry frown. 

His horse is loosed upon the beach — 
With tired movement paws the ground — 
Neglects the grass within his reach, 
And weary turns him round and round: 
He drops his head — he bends his knees — 
And with a long, long moan goes down. 

A little back, not long agone. 
Was Eland husband of a home — 



Children and wife — and never man 

Passed quieter his common lot : 

A single night's deep sleep began 

The dream which drew him leagues away. 

Drew him away without one kiss: 

No parting: not a touch — nor look: 

Sudden he threw her heart aside. 

And in its place his Dream he took — 

His Dream he took for path and guide. 

And as he stands no thought goes back; 
No memory flies the rolling main; 
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He travels not his homeward track, 
Nor whispers her accustomed name: 
No changing pictures of the past — 
His eye is fixed upon the scene 
He never knew but in his Dream: 
His heart is set — his face is fast — 
His hope and he — and none between! 

A fire which neither brush nor pen 
Can mimic, grows upon the sea: 
The shore is gold: the mountain glen 
Hangs purple on a golden sky — 
His yellow face becomes aflame, 
His hollow eyes like jewels gleam. 
Convulsively he cries — "The same 
This golden picture in my Dream — 
I know my thought is not a lie!" 

Long in the cold and leaden gray 
He watched the steps of vanished Day — 
And cursed them as he turned away. 
With loveless heart and cruel hand 
He tracked his horse upon the strand — 
"That I may live, my horse must die" — 
Needless his steel and deadly hand, 
Stretched softly on the cooling sand. 
His mane lapped in the coming tide, 
The wearied steed had dropped, and died. 

In mist and cloud comes up the day; 
Thro' wind and wet he climbs his way; 
O'er stone and steep the days are seven; 
He travels clear abreast with heaven: 
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The seventh evening, in the light 
Which fades within the folds of night. 
He came unto the mountain's rim 
And saw a valley lie within; 
Saw — sitting in its deep recess — 
The very shape of Loneliness. 
Rock after rock the sudden side 
Fell bleached adown the long divide. 

With one wild shriek from off the brim 

Almost the gazer leaped within: — 

"I see! I see the golden sheen! 

Gold on the ground — Gold in my Dream!'* 

A lizard, basking in the sun. 
Is settled on a yellow heap, 
A man, whose eyes are set upon 
His prey, is crawling closer on : 
With lifted head the lizard stands. 
Almost between the withered hands: 
A clutch — a yell — and then a scream — 
The lizard glides his hands between ! 
Again the famished watcher tries; 
Again the lazy lizard lies: 
Nearer the crawling fingers pass. 
Firmer the threaded sinews grasp: — 
His weakened jaws work on their prey — 
"For life" — he cries — "another day." 

Gold — crimson in the rising sun — 
Gold — glittering as the day rolls on — 
Gold — mellow in the evening dun — 
Gold — bright beneath the moon: 
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Gold — yellow, heaped and piled about — 
Gold in the earth and gold without; 
Gold for his life — Gold for his death — 
Gold for his soul — Gold for his breath — 
Gold for his hope — and Gold his boon ! 

"I have my riches now," he cries; 
"I hold a wealth that never dies: 
Renown and Honor pass away. 
Love has his night as well as day; 
Fame — Fortune — ^Favor — come and go. 
This Gold shall never serve me so. 
My gold can every pleasure give. 
When I am dead, my Gold shall live: 
My wife — she is distinct from me, 
This gold is mine — and mine shall be!" 

In after years when men came down the vale. 
Intent and eager for the fabulous spoil. 
Their Leader sudden stopped, and deadly pale 
Drew from the sight with shuddering recoil. 
Clasping a nugget to its bony breast 
Lay the white frame, its horrid fingers still 
Clung to the prize and eagerly it pressed 
Its shattered self upon the golden hill. 
"The heap is his; I touch it not;" the man 
Unto his followers made a warning sign; 
While their loose eyes the precious riches scan 
A whisper stirred about "This Gold is mine!" 
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THE ECHO HUNTER 

Under the fall of a cascade 

He stood, where the quick bubbles played 

And ran from sunshine into shade. 

The wind-blown mist forever fell 
Into the heart of each bluebell. 
Filled and refilled each empty cell. 

Heavy hearted and brimming o'er 
The flowers did their tears outpour, 
And, looking upward, gathered more. 

Ever the wind blew in the spray. 
And ever the bluebells turned away 
To weep, and nodded back alway. 

And ever the mist uprose and fell. 
And ever the wind arose as well. 
And blew the mist about the dell. 

Forever over the self-same stone 
The water ran in monotone — 
Forever come — forever gone. 

. Forever the moss crept by degrees 
Around the dead limbs of the trees. 
And drank the mist upon the breeze. 

Forever the cloud and moon went by. 
And ever at midnight came the cry 
Of owl and night-hawk, sailing high. 
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He Stooped and gathered in his hand 
Some heavy grains of the wind-wet sand 
That miniature-wise beguiled a strand. 

He poured the sand his fingers thro' 
And tossed it up and poured anew, 
And shook aside the heavy dew. 

So when the sand all golden dry 
Did swiftly thro' his fingers fly. 
He threw a little heap on high 

Over the pool, and as he threw 
He called aloud the chasm thro' 
"True love, true love? — untrue?" 

The wind stood still; the drift spray grew 
To a heavy cloud in the upper blue — 
Across its heart an echo flew — 

"Untrue — untrue — untrue." A shade 
Bitter and half expected played 
Over his features as he laid 

Adown the breath-blown sand to find 

Two pebbles fashioned of a kind 

By stream and time and change and wind. 

So found the kindred stones at last. 
The one he kept, the other cast 
Deep where the pool in eddies past. 
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Again he called; but ever first 
He cried the wish he wanted most, 
Never to change the echo 3urst — 

"True love — true love? — untrue?'* The sky 
Looked in the pool with clouded eye 
And a troubled wind went passing by. 

The wind sped into a mist-clad cave 
And out a shrieking echo drave. 
These the hoarse accents that it gave — 



"Untrue — untrue — untrue." His heart 
Quivered to the accustomed dart. 
His lips were cold and torn apart. 

He loosed the fellow-stone, and then 
Sought him two wild-flowers on a stem. 
Each like to each as a twin gem. 

The one upon his heart he laid, 
The other threiy where the cascade 
Its leap into the sunlight made. 

Each bluebell strove to bear upright 
Upon the stalk too frail and slight 
Its brimming load of tear-drops bright. 

But a thousand blue eyes turned aside 
And a thousand hopes in the heartsease died 
As the echo out of the cascade cried 
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"Untrue — untrue — untrue." Poor flower! 

Together in the self-same bower 

Dew-lipped — and dead in the self-same hour. 

Forth from the pool and the cascade 
He went and wandered down the glade, 
But his yearning cry its echo stayed. 

And ever the nighthawk sailing high 
Hears something answer his own cry 
And shrieks to find it coming nigh. 

Sometimes it laughs in the mid-day blue, 
Sometimes in the cold moon's clouded hue. 
In frost and fire. "Untrue — untrue." 
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LOVE IS A RIVER 

I. 

Love is a River, gently rolled 

By rounded bosoms of the meads, 
Down, down the breasts of Earth is fold 

Follows the hollow where it leads: 
Over the heart of Nature pressed 

The River's arms encircling cling. 
Touching the outlines of her breast 

His liquid lips are murmuring. 
Love's mistress smiles and he is glad. 

With flashing face beneath her eyes; 
His countenance falls swiftly sad 

Beneath the faintest of her sighs — 
Love is a River loath to leave 

The waysides of his mistress' feet; 
A thousand eddies interweave 

Th' unnumbered vows his lips repeat. 
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11. 

Love is a River running fast, 

Filled with the rage of swift descent. 
Plunging the rocks, his pleasure past. 

Intently on destruction bent: 
Meeting his prison walls with roar 

Of high defiance and of hate. 
Piling the floods he cannot pour 

Beyond the barriers to his fate. 
Love is a whirlpool of desire. 

With giant arms and none to crush; 
Twining his locks with hands of ire, 

Sending his menace with a rush 
Of fearful foam, from out the well 

Filled with the grinding of his j aws 
Upon the granite of his cell, — 

Where rage upon repression gnaws. 
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III. 

Love is a River, laughter spent, 

And pain but as remembered woe. 
Losing his waters with content 

Amid the mighty tides which go 
Circling the globe with open breast. 

Inviting, with unwearied lips. 
The rivulets weak and sore distressed. 

And the great carriers of ships. 
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FRAGMENT 

Ah me ! we fathom and we find 

The laws of planets and the sun; 

We storm the rocky walls and grind 

Great monsters small; of works begun 

We know not when, the alchemy 

Is lettered, numbered, known, and we 

Play with creations carelessly. 

But ah! our servant is our king: 

The speedy mind, obedient wing 

For our behests, is yet a thing 

Elusive, far, and wandering. 

There is an answer, buried deep. 

To every question in the sweep 

Of endless things : there is reward 

For every effort : nothing is heard 

Alone: but need, and fact, and time 

Are sometimes out — sometimes in chime. 
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A POET'S FINALE TO HIS POEMS 

I am not he: touched by the setting sun 

Another, rising from the rest of day, 

Replete with vigor, his strong instrument strung. 

Brushing inertia from his lips away. 

Shall unto you, O Peoples of the West, 

Sing thine own deeds — exaltedly express'd. 

I am not he: being but lightly sent 

As prophet of a master following: 

Forerunning distantly the slow advent. 

Of One, who, brooding beneath Passion's wing, 

Is nursing at the fonts of Truth and Song — 

Draining the words that to his lips belong. 

I am not he: the cords I strike are old: 
Experience the well I laboring drew: 
Lo, when this coming Singer shall unfold 
His characters of music, wild and new. 
All ears shall open to the strange refrain. 
And these old notes shall not be heard again. 

Lo, thro' the mists of failure in mine eyes 
All indistinct I see his radiant shape; 
Thro' the tame stops of my old exercise 
Drift melodies that his young whispers make: 
Would I might be until the roseate dew 
Flies from the cords his hands are passing thro' ! 

Prepare! Let Science, Art, and Song prepare: 
Garnish their homes: their kingly vestures spread: 
Till priests and prophets in their fanes declare 
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To circling worshippers their laws are dead — 
New transcripts fall unrolling to the gaze 
O'er maxims new the eye, astonished plays! 

But ye whose ears intently turn to Song, 
Whose willing lips for new vibrations wait. 
Contentedly bear the old burdens on. 
Cheat Silence of his dark, forgetful state: 
Let anthems old to the new movement bring 
Their hoary needs for his sweet cherishing. 

As moves the system thro' its day and years. 
Its night and morning, on a certain way. 
So, alternate in laughter and in tears. 
Runs man the goal to an unharass'd day: 
As suns grow old new sweetness on the tree 
Foretells new richness and fertility. 



I am not he: A messenger apace — 
The glimmer from a light invisible — 
A broken dream by outskirts of a place 
Gone at the waking — an empty bell, but full 
Of vacancy — soundless I am to him 
Slumbering in charge of watchful Cherubim. 
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THE SOWERS 

Who knows ? The world is wide and God did sow 

Blessings and sorrows. With daily suns the Sowers 

Come a-scattering; over all the dust 

Is sifted, and turmoil, the struggle and 

The stamp of agony tear up the ground. 

Fine from the winnowing hands some blossoms fall 

As seedlings which the wind bears wide and long. 

To me the Sowers came and lightly swept 
Adown the hills their stores with open hand: 
Singing the Sowers went — and O the day! 

To me the Sowers came, and heavy-eyed 

Wept as they humbly passed, and halting threw. 

With shadowy hands, such seeds — so soon — so soon. 

Pass and repass — O Sowers, come again ! 
I till the earth in shadow, storm or sun. 
Upon the hills my sowing falls, and I 
Walk blindly onward — Sowers come again! 
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THE MANIKIN 

AN ELFIN, DRUMMING UPON A ROSE LEAF 

Tap — tap — tap, - 
The tale is beginning, 
With some one gone sinning. 
Rap — rap — rap. 

A SEXLESS IMP, IN SALTATIONS AND SINGING 

To sin is good, for sin is change. 
And change can cheat satiety: 

Sameness all pleasure doth estrange. 
Sin brings some sweet variety. 

Nor man nor maid am I, and pine 
For sin and sorrow as a prize: 

Nor man nor maid my arms confine — 
With neither do I sate mine eyes. 

No passion lures me in a maid. 
No heat is ravished in desire; 

No virtue have I to degrade, 

No fuel fills my phantom fire. 

Sexless am I : — sin if ye may. 

Be quick in sin — envious I fly — 

Spoiler of pleasures and of play 

Exempted from such souls as I. 

ELFIN 

Ho, ho, my Imp, my jealous chum. 

The sight of pleasure maddens thee? 

I rattle fast my rosy drum. 

Concordant to such ecstasy. 
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No flower grows in the garden row 
Too pure to deck a bed of joy: 

We Elves with moonlight lanterns go 
A constant fortnight in employ — 

Searching the gardens, searching dells 
For downy petals, rare perfumes. 

Wherewith to brew the fragrant spells 
We chant for fruit of maiden wombs. 

We pray for maids, but older sin 

We laugh and tease with ceaseless care; 

Ha! ha! a se'nnight did we spin 

Round the lean ankles of a pair — 

Hoary and eld, catching at chance 
Of pleasure with a prospect vain; 

Ho! ho! delighted did we dance 

And skip the feathered counterpane! 



AN AGED WITCH WITH FAGGOTS 

Scat ! ye vermin, age defying. 

Age contemning, rabble brood; 
Think ye there's no pleasure lying 

But below the creamy-hued 
Mixing of milk and youngish blood ? 

Nay, little ones, I tell you surely 
Of youth no pleasure's understood, 

Young sinners do repent demurely. 
With us no sorrow spoils the good: 
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We gloat on joy as coming — thoroughly 

Ease our souls of all regret; 
Yes we, the hoary, know most truly 

How to enjoy all we get. 

{She piles some stones under a caldron^ andy placing 

the faggots^ fires them.) 

SEXLESS IMP 

Young or old 't is never changing. 

No morrow's mine of hope nor play, 
No Cupid's in the stars arranging 

With ecstasy the peeping day. 
No garland has the sun, and dread 

Uprises as myself I see. 
The piercing spirits overhead 

Watch me, forlorn, exultingly. 

I cannot love as men do love. 

Nor am exempted — spirit wise: 
Desire walks with me where I move. 

No virtue from me, dangerous, flies. 
O steep me thickly in thy smoke 

Of caldron; let the gloomy blaze 
Wrap me obscurely in its cloak — 

Forgetfulness my debt defrays. 

WITCH 

Begone, begone, another grows; 

My art and I our pleasure slake; 
Behold his blooming limbs disclose; 

Witness his white and marvellous shape: 
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Fairer than dawn, more fair is night 
With thee companion, and the spell 

Distilled to tickle thy delight — 

To fill with love Life's hidden cell. 

{A youth of great beauty in form slowly discloses from 
the smoke J standing blindfold. The Witch leads him 
by the hand into a woodj and they disappear. 

ELFIN 

So-so-merry and sinning, 

Round is the world, and roundly it goes; 
Ever the lover the lovely is winning. 

Beauty is blessing, misshapen are woes. 

So-so-greatly desiring 

The eyes of the old ones follow the young; 
Money that's hoarded is spent in acquiring 

Dainties that truly not thither belong. 

So-so-deep Melancholy 

Hobbles with Age, but ever anew 
Springs on the byways every folly 

Youth can devise, invent and pursue. 

{Morning in the wood: a Maiden pursuing a watercourse 
therein.) 

MAIDEN 

Flower and zephyr, meadow mild. 
Lightest air, and lightest eye 

In fancy hither are beguiled. 
Drifting about deliciously; 
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For oh, the essence and the air 

Are mixing in such company 
No sense may sift them to declare 

Their separate identity: 
Mayhap my eyes are overkind, 

Or that some beauty lieth hid, 
Surely the sweetly freighted wind 

Draws gently down a slumbrous lid: 
Is sleep so near, also beside 

His. far-ofF fountains in the sky. 
Dripping the potion of his tide 

As their blue courses downward fly? 
Sleep, sleep the flowers; betimes must Love, 

The watchful darling, drowsily 
O'erlook a maid, for here I rove 

Exempt, unbound, in liberty. 

{She suddenly comes upon the Witch and her beautiful 
Companion asleep. The maiden sees not the dark 
body of the Witch upon the ground; her attention 
is fixed upon the blindfold Touth^ whom she 
awakens by her voice ^ while the Aged One sleeps on.) 



YOUTH 



Sleeping I feel and waking hear 

Nearness of Beauty and her tone 

These are the seconds; O let appear 
The eyes of Beauty on my own ! 

But servant other sweetness is, 
All lesser — finite — ^incomplete. 

Incomparable is every bliss 

To Beauty's glances darting fleet. 
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Why, Other, should I hold desire 
For ever tenant to my heart? 

Love hath some emblem floating higher 
On summits where I have no part. 

for the pity, deed of grace. 

Unsealing sightless eyes that turn 
For ever, ever, out in space. 

Where never light and brightness burn ! 

MAIDEN, STARTLED 

*Tis Love himself, the dear blind god. 
Convicts my plaining, and appears: 

1 witless walked, nor understood. 

Passing the path his footprint bears. 

Am I a maid, and shall I dare 

Unloosen eyes so full of fire 
Does wisdom lay the lightning bare. 

Or courage scourge a tempest higher? 
Already leaping in my veins 

The malady, oft sung, doth run; 
Unbound he looks — me he disdains — 

Refusing where he but begun. 

YOUTH 

Nay linger not — nay, nay 
Nor ponder, nor delay; 
Every shadow hath a sun. 
I know my darkness waiteth one: 
My heart is up, my blood is new. 
As flax and fire so darting thro' 
t My anxious eyes the sun shall wear 
Singly the aspect thou dost bear. 
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MAIDEN 

Nay, I dare not, Love, unbind 
Knots I ne'er again could wind; 
Nay, I dare not. Love, undo 
Those cloudy curtains from the blue; 
Nay, I dare not. Love, display 
This trembling countenance today. 

YOUTH 

Swear then, by Darkness thou wilt be 
Constant to mine obscurity. 

MAIDEN 

Constant to thee as fire and flame; 

Constant as waves to windy seas; 
Constant as daily suns remain 

Heirs to their distant boundaries: 
More constant than to drowsy theme 

Are summer bees, and more than dips 
The constant swallow in the stream — 

More than the honey to thy lips. 

YOUTH 

There is no night then; never say 

A night was night till dawn of day. 
Nor ways are dark if constantly 

Unvarying shades keep company. 
We know not better from the best : 

We speak and tell but what we know: 
No sonnet rings that keeps compressed 

More sweetness than blind ways I go. 



40 POEMS BY ISAAC RIEMAN BAXLEY 

WITCH, AWAKENING 

O untrusty! O ye hateful! 

Ever filching from the old: 
Deeds of youth are ever fateful; 

Death rewards the overbold. 
Creature to creator yieldeth. 

Enemy is overcome: 
Ne'er to purpose Terror pleadeth; 

Mercy here is little done. 
Rage and Pleasure brew the potion 

I distil for guerdon thine. 
Do ruby hearts keep all emotion ? 

Nay, a stronger gust i$ mine. 

iXhe Touth and the Maiden stand immovable in terror^ 
while the Aged One^ suddenly surrounded by a 
company of Imps and fVry-DevilSy gives direction 
to the band.) 

WITCH 

Seize the loving ! Seize the daring ! 

Would ye an old grandam whet? 
Must the aged go a-sharing 

Pleasures their old toils beget? 
Must the aged, ever ready. 

Laboring draw their feet aside 
That the rapid, sweet, unsteady 

Dance of youth may onward glide? 
Nay, my loving, nay, my daring. 

Age is nurse to many a mood; 
Passion's long itself outwearing. 

Color lingers in the blood. 
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Heady youth makes hasty ending; 

Fast the maid with brambles wind: 
Hasten, minions, to my sending; 

His over anxious eyes unbind! 
Imp and devil madly hale him 

To my bony, open arms! 
O tender, thorny maid, bewail him. 

Sufferer in my aged charms ! 
Quick, ye vermin, something stirs me. 

Really passion leaps anew; 
See! the glorious martyr nears me. 

Bubbles boil my fancy thro' ! 



VOICES OF INTERPOSING SPIRITS SOUNDING UPON THE 

WIND 

Something not in mortal vision 

Weighs the forces of the world; 
Good and evil, in division. 

Circling unevenly are whirled: 
Builders to the better faster 

Find the rampart and the stone: 
He who plotteth dark disaster 

Must with heavier toil atone: 
He who formeth perfect creature 

Other guardian gives his child 
Than lusty, lewd, unhallowed feature. 

With its parent blood defiled. 
She the milky limbs disclosed 

Of an aimless, happy Youth, 
We, Good Spirits, interposed 

By the better laws of Truth! 
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We adjust in sweet arrangement 

Whither other powers began, 
Final issued are estrangement 

From the promise of their plan. 
Happy chance and happy meeting 

Intangible shall not be made 
Joy is lasting, sorrow's fleeting. 

Futures with gladness are arrayed. 
Out to weary habitations 

Drive the Witch and ghostly crew; 
Sweetly sound our invitations — 

For the Youth, and Maid — for you. 
Sing of Beauty to Perfection 

Linked, adapted, silver-chained 
Travelling Fortune's sweet direction. 

By no evil shade detained. 
Sing of happy goal and issue — 

Termination unforseen — 
Sing the broken, idle tissue. 

Impotent, of Witch's spleen. 

MAIDEN 

Tho' I did not, Love, undo 

Those fleecy burdens from the blue; 

Tho' I could not. Love, unbind 

The lashes of thine eyelids blind; 

Tho' I dared not. Love, display 

My helpless heart to thee and day; 

Yet I journey by thy side — 

The morn a Maid — the night a Bride. 
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TIME 

The old, old Torturer shakes his beard, and strains 
With sinewy hands his instruments of pain: 
No darkness and no sleep of shadowy night 
Hang on the orbit of his terrible gaze: 
In all the earth but one unlidded eye 
Survives in sun and silence, and sustains. 
With every morn his scavengers of night 
Thrust on his rack the quivering limbs of babes: 
With every year the martyrs file anew 
In outcry, fury — in phrensy and in fear. 
The old, old Torturer shakes his head and turns 
Insatiate every link with sinewy hands: 
Down goes the chain, and the old Torturer shakes 
His beard in sorrow — some ghosts arise and flee: 
Out goes the year, and some depart, no more 
Returning in their phrensy and their fear. 
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UNCHANGED 

There was a hill; down in the heart was fire. 
Fierce ran the mountain's blood and broke in fury 
Out : hot hail and dreadful rush of flanie 
Tore the tall monster's face and shook his form. 
Long streams of blinding rage, sorrow, and shame 
Ran from the summit sinking to his feet — 
The mountain stood in fury — clashed and wild. 

Time went and agony ran out at last; 
Smoke and the sullen clouds of rancor blew 
Slowly aside — his face and form were changed. 
Long lines of sorrow, floods of the bitter past. 
Drew channels, seamed with their altering lines 
himself. 

Suns of the summer came, and wandering winds 
Begot a verdure, but the outlinewas 
What terrible storm had left it: — ^so it is. 

When the great blazonry of shaking trump 
Shall rattle in the hearts of hills, this one 
Will give an echo from its hollow self 
As fiery hands, shaping his breast, did form. 
Lightning and tempest-lips and a tongue of flame — 
Did give him speech — with unforgotten words. 
Long in the caverns rang his cries — so long 
His changeless ears are closed to other sounds — 
High o'er the world he hears not other tones. 
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ABSENCE 

One stands upon the wayward sands, 

His hollow footing 3ways and shifts, 
Seaward his eyes — the world expands 

And settles as the sea-cloud drifts: 
Shaken, unstable, sad, profound. 

The seas and shore do swaying spread; 
Drifting and lifting — ahead, aground, 

Falls the white spray — ^wild — ^whirling — 
dead. 

Stand thou in Memory's changing shades 

To yearn and anguish; clear and high 
Rings out a voice — and sinks, evades 

An answer — unpi tying passes by: 
Look out thine eyes — thy hands upraised — 

The drift comes in. O sway and turn; 
Sick in the whirling, deceived and crazed 

For rest — for sight — yearn thou and 
yearn. 
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DISTANT 

Afar — afar — 

Love trims his boat and lights his star; 
Clouds fly 'twixt me and Love's sweet home, 
Thro' these dear Love prepares to come. 

Trim brightly, Love, thy burning star. 
Dip deeply. Love, thy bending oar. 
Uncanny clouds and grewsome shade 
Have long thy gilded bark delayed. 

Old age ties with its locks of gray 
Cables to keep thy boat away; 
Hate and malice, ugly spleen 
Dig deep the whirlpools us between. 

Cast off" and sail, O bravely sail ! 
Float down the evening's amorous gale; 
Come now, come now, before midnight 
Sets in for me. Love, steer aright. 
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THE LOST SONGS 

I filched from Fate and her embedded eyes 
A brazen key, therewith unlocked the years — 
Saw on the pages of my folded scroll 
Many long lines with sadness interwrit: 
Glory of action — the swift wings of power — 
Fame of my deeds — the throbs of victory — 
All these had vanished; in their stead I saw 
Solemn regrets crossing the devious ways 
With shadows — flight from darkness sifted. 

Then I upgathered every scented page 
Whereon bright names were signified and set; 
Bound them with golden buckles and updid 
Most jealously the least illumined line — 
Sped with my volume back to dreadful Fate, 
Absorbing to herself the looks of men: 
"Behold! wide scattered thro' my ways of grief 
Were blown these pages of unmeasured joy; 
What wrong to thee that I have thinly bound 
These precious leaves inside of studded clasps. 
And left the others to thy will's control?" 

"For that the gods have fashioned for thy ken 
These images of distant, wayward thought. 
And Mercy's self with constant hand has sown 
Some broadcast flowers — go, gather as thou wilt; 
Sing then these songs — they shall be echoless." 
Folding the precious volume, I outran 
A thousand birds on wings of emerald. 
Dashed from the flowers low, clinging scents of 
morn. 
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\ 

And moist with heavy dew, sought shaded courts. 

Beside a pool, quiet and comforting, 

I stretched the volume on my knees and read 

The transcripts from those shining tales of truth. 
♦ ♦ « ♦ « 

Which things I read, and others. The sweet book. 
Blotting my tears, was ended, and I read 
Ever again, while light there was, the tales. 
Night coming. Fate outstretched her hand and 

took 
My volume back; I followed with my voice — 
"For me too late — O Love I know thy ways!" 
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RUSH ON YE MERRY HOURS 

Rush on, rush on with hasty feet 

Ye merry hours; 
Delay not till my love I meet, 
And then go slow, and long, and sweet. 

Let happy flowers 
Entice your steps, delay, delay. 
Then go not from my heart, O day 

Delay. 

O happy sun I see her by 

Stand still for me; 
Then keep your glow upon the grass. 
And let the shade neglect to pass. 

While wondering why 
The owl holds fast upon his tree. 
Thou golden day so wait for me. 

Delay. 
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COMPARISON 

A blaze within the forest — the wild beast at 

its bone — 
The anger of the rushing waves twirling a 

heavy stone — 
A tempest in the sidelong spars— mid-day 

burnitig the plain — 
This is the love within my heart — within my 

life the pain. 

Sweet islands set on gilded seas — the Pleiads 

in the sky — 
The mountain mists from pines and firs 

dimming the daylight's eye — 
At eve the bells of straggling herds — Fairies 

laughing on a lake — 
This is the love would come with her — I 

dream of for her sake. 
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RELEASE 

I saw by daily suns a giant Bird 
Stand on a mirlaret by the vacant sea. 
On every eastern sky his brooding form, 
Defined in darkness, rose against the light. 
Day grew in heat, and, turning with the sun, 
Th' unlidded eyes gathered unconscious fire. 
Eve fell : — red in the sun's retreat, unclosed. 
His glaring orbs gazed o'er the weltering seas. 
I marvelled: — what constant chains hung on his 

wings — 
High o'er the wondering world what power un- 
known 
Detained his flight? In fierce, uncovered day 
He stood, and lonely in the night, excelled 
With patience all the heavenly lamps and stars. 
Time passed — he stood. I marvelled not— forgot 
His going possible — myself grew old. 
I> too, gazed on the going sun and dreamed 
Of entering some evening dark with him 
The ready gates that stood so welcome-wide. 
So looking — from the air commotion fell — 
Unusual a shade o'erspread, and as 
The sun touched on the Ocean's rim, this Bird 
Displayed his mighty sails and journey took — 
Left vacant more the seas and minaret. 
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THE WIND AND THE WING 

For every wind of Earth a wing 
Is feathered, and for every sea 
A flight is measured; wilt thou fling 
Abroad upon Eternity 
What pinions bear thee, and abide 
Where custom altereth, and be 
All that thou hast been, and beside 
Something released exultingly? 
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THE SEVENTH SONG OF THE SPIRIT 

Into another world I saw 

And this fell from me, for I rose 
Embodied, not the less that law 

Of ancientness was past and closed: 
The sanctioned uses, breath and blood. 
The form, the visage, and the mood 
Attainable to touch, that could 
Be verified, and bear expense 
Of naming, these were passed, and thence 
Upstarting in an altered air 
I lived, though these were never there. 

In memory deep, dare I betray 

The settled secrets of my stay ? 

Dare I, a solitary tongue. 

Stand out the cadences among 

And claim: — ^There is a symphony 

That is not sung, that anciently 

Arose and fell, and undisturbed 

Lies whispering still, one deathless word — 

Dare I proclaim the sound I heard? 

* 

My Soul is listening and it says: — 

Speak out, the world .is vacant, soon 
The tempests of its tortured ways 

Shall lift a long uncovered boon 
And bear it far and far; around 

Swiftly its circuit, till arise 
New speech and knowledge for the sound 

That is unnamed in all her cries. 
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And I — I falter; but my Soul 

Bursts thitherward again, and I 
Grow courage as the glories roll 

In actual, happy panoply: 
And I descend, and ask in fear 

My Spirit how the visions came. 
And it responds — Didst thou not hear 

Within thyself one common name? 

Go call that name; but not as those 

Have known it hitherward, but say: — 
Of all the melancholy woes 

Are suffered, none but this sound may 
Dissever, if thou gird'st it fast 

Thy Spirit, and thy Spirit goes 
Parcelled, apportioned, reckoned, cast 

Out where that farthest current flows. 



So I — I am my Spirit's hest; 

I draw the veil hung in my heart, 
And thou — thou witnesseth impressed 

The sight of which this sound is part : 

Thou seest, closeted within, 

A substance of appearance high 
And singular, which is the kin 

To me, as only kin this cry 
Is unto that slight, soundless name 

First lightened in obedient eyes. 
When what were words were simply flame> 

Which flew as silent brightness flies. 



POEMS BY ISAAC RIEMAN BAXLEY 55 

Sad, undiscovered, sits a thing. 

Endlessly patient in the heart, 
A nameless, constant, chaste being. 

Thyself — but more than still thou art; 
For it has wastage, and the pain 

Of wanting, and thy heavy Soul 
Speaks of its griefs in wild refrain — 

But thou deem'st otherwise the dole. 

For surely other than to thee 

Is wanting, wastage and dismay; 
By night thou goest, and daily 

Discoverest not this sad decay; 
O fevered, dying, desolate, 

Decrepitly it sits and wears 
Th' immortal anguish of its fate. 

And sees run out th' immortal tears. 

If thou could'st know, could'st only guess 

Th' unknown prisoner in thyself. 
Thy Soul and thou, despatched, would bless 

Its fearful penury with wealth; 
For 'tis not yet thy Soul, nor thee. 

Sits so unknown — so long — so long — 
Thou hast the rhyme, the words, the key. 

But O, thou hast not yet the Song! 

Into the land of Spirit I 
Looked as a guest swiftly sent by; 
There, radiantly pure, and clad 
So beautifully nothing had 
Much more of shining vesture — so 
Unveiled and tearless, bright, aglow 



56 POEMS BY ISAAC RIEMAN BAXLEY 

With happiness and long content, 
I saw this Being, who had spent 
Ages and ages burdened — bent. 

But as I looked I could not tell 
Which creature fashioned the spell — 
The heart of Man — or Woman's heart- 
Or Spirit — healed with perfect art; 
I knew, and only knew, arise 
This Being, and my daring eyes 
Looked swiftly on the thing within 
Myself — and saw this Being's kin. 

Which was the vision, and the name 
Soundless so long, so long in shame 
Sunken beneath its altar-flame. 
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THE EIGHTH SONG OF THE SPIRIT 

■ 

Of unexpected mysteries 
A Spirit's shape engendered is: 
Impalpable and active-real, 
Powerful, keen, wearing the seal 
And fashion of a subtle thing. 
Fearless, ennobled, excelling. 

As one uncomprehended, known 
But hastily, as something grown 
Amiss unto the eyes of men. 
It shows its visage shortly, then 
Turns from the staring gaze and is 
Again with obscure mysteries. 

But in that mystery there is light; 
Lost unto men upon the sight 
Again that Spirit, rapidly 
Dissolves its own obscurity: 
It comes again, and throws afar 
Splendor of which its sources are. 

Lone, speechless, fearless, undisguised. 
It passes many a path despised, 
And many a question, many a blame, 
Calls out in scorn this Spirit's name: 
Thou art not one of us: — so says 
The caviller consciously in phrase 
Of rectitude — ^wherefore arise 
These beings in their strange disguise, 
And singular evidence that we 
Are not sufficed in harmony? 
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But the bright Spirit, passing by, 
Leaves light of something splendidly 
Settled on surfaces that know 
More quickly to catch up the glow 
Of beauteousness; but after him, 
When what he left is dull and dim. 
While vision lasts, accusers stand. 
Lifting each long, reviling hand, 
Deriding o'er the darkening land. 
But they, they cavil and forget: 
But he returns: more fearful yet 
Out of unspoken sources fly 
The records of his radiancy. 

So fearfully increases light 

Of him, so terrible the sight 

Of one who stands, transparently 

And dumb, beside that you may see 

The compass of his mysteries. 

And, seeing, may partake of these. 

That some who cavil, silently. 

Little by little, in degree. 

Unwrap their garments and enclose 

Mystery that from this Spirit goes. 

But he is heedless, as one blest 

With instinct of a far-off hest; 

And, having patiently disposed 

His trappings, where there shines enclosed 

An increase ever marvelous. 

Passes as one who says: — And thus 

Shall ye who take persistent give. 

Also, the increase ye shall live. 
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THE TENTH SONG OF THE SPIRIT 

I saw peculiar excellence 

Of sweetness, and a piercing light 
Of power, burning with intense 

lUu^nination and delight. 

Within the lustre there was hue 

Of delicate, almost odorous 
Admixture of some colors, through 

The glow displaying marvelous. 

There is not any other where 

Such thing in such exact display. 

This flame that lived leaped in an air 
Had hither swept some distant way. 

It was, indeed, arriving so. 

With some peculiar color sent. 

Fanned of its individual glow, 

And mixed with other airs content. 

But still there was shining discourse. 

And an unshaken origin 
Vividly flying with the force 

Of all its substance blended in. 

Which curious, because estranged 

From much that easily was placed 

About, with wonderfully arranged 

Circuits, exquisite, happy, chaste. 
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Perplexing was the permanent 
Remaining and abiding so 

Of still and still this light that went 
Still something as it used to go. 



A Spirit — for Spirits arise — 

Guardians administering aid, 

Intelligence sent from his eyes 

Enlightening, and smiling said: 

This deathless, undisturbed flame . 

This wind that beareth all apart 
Itself, this is the throb that came 

Into the Spirit from the Heart. 
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THE LAST SONG OF THE SPIRIT 

I am a Spirit, floating on, 

My danger and my darkness done: 

Into an open Sea I glide. 

Within its cloud, within the tide: 

Round the Sea's rim light clouds hang low. 

And round its circuit drifting go. 

I can not stand upon the shore 

And only look the water o'er; 

How ever desperately my eyes 

Are anxious of the light that lies 

Unbosomed on that earnest deep, 

I can not have it while I keep 

My passion pacing out the land. 

And so I leave thee, helpless strand. 

I glide and glide: See the long view 

Of all I knew not and I knew: 

No more with slow, untempered wings 

My Spirit lingers, but it flings 

Itself where music waiting sings. 

To see! to see! who would not wait 

Leagues of a long-drawn sun, and late 

By every morn and every shore 

To see at last, and wait no more! 

There is no need that I should fly 

In eager, wild rapidity; 

There is no need that I should keep 

Watch stealthily lest sorrows creep. 

Without a change and without haste. 

Out of their caverns and their waste 

And stop where I am helpless placed. 

Sorrow is heavy, and must roll 
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Below these circuits, O my Soul ! 
At last thou art, thou radiant thing. 
End of thy passion's desiring. 
Delivered, like a wild being. 
Swiftly the rushing of thy wings 
Springs outward, and thy freedom clings. 
Ever rejoicing, sailing through 
This splendid world it struggled to. 
Stand still: let these slow mists arise 
And curtain my untroubled eyes — 
This is the sun of Paradise. 
There is not one, no cloud of care 
Hung in the heavens anywhere: 
There is not one, no loveliness 
That thou has longed for in distress. 
Not clinging now with light caress. 
On anything it would impress. 
Float on: there is no sea of storm. 
No tempest rock, to strike thy form: 
Long in its casemate burned aglow 
My Spirit, but its vanished flow 
Shines now on this tremendous Sea. 
That rolls in light continually. 
Thou wert not one of those who stand 
Spectred and faintly on the strand: 
On that wild edge of long distress 
Their shades diminish and grow less. 
And fail and sink to nothingness. 
Their gleams burn faintly as the years 
Of cold delay, and doubt, and tears 
Pass by them, heaping up the brine 
Of all their wretchedness and thine. 
My Spirit, when this burning Sea 
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Broke on thyself mysteriously, 
Mysteriously beyond the gloom 
Of Earth a-chill within her tomb, 
Deep with thy feet into the flow 
Of its long currents didst thou go, 
Standing and wavering, waiting there 
Till seas should rise, and outward bear 
Thy Spirit, and thy Spirit's eyes 
Gleamed as the mighty breakers rise. 
Swept outward, with the winds upraised 
Thou art borne onward, pleased, amazed: 
Tell me, my Spirit, why, O why 
Can such as thou strangely deny 
The long and luminous things that lie 
Stretched out to their obscurity? 
Wert thou of different life from these. 
How came this wonderful increase? 
Why have they pain and thou hast peace? 
There is not one in all the shore. 
Wrapped in the waves' incessant roar. 
Who hath not in his bitter eyes. 
Pain, and her silent, stifled cries. 
And yet, my Soul, if they should glide 
An instant on this brilliant tide. 
Be lifted, with its winds supplied. 
And see one vision of its wide 
Revolving glow and gorgeousness. 
There is not one could know distress. 
It is impossible to be 
Freighted with pain upon this Sea: 
Some things belong to some, and there 
Are things not nurtured everywhere — 
So, whoso peopleth this Sea 
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Is perfectly and placidly 

Fixed into Joy's identity. 

Should the dark Spirit stand to care 

In questioning, to be aware 

There is not pain nor sorrow here ? 

Have pain and shadow grown so dear 

The Soul should separate not for fear, 

Out of that losing ? Or abide 

With them? Oh Spirits — chained, belied! 

And yet they stand: they can not see 

The cloudless air, they will not be 

Drawn from the shores of misery. 

Dash on, eternal, dreadful Sea, 

Break on thy bounds unceasingly: 

There is upon thy changeless roar 

An endless strain; increasing pour 

Thy billows on the sinking shore. 

Thou art the Monarch, and shalt ride 

Deep with the Earth within thy tide: 

how thy mighty waves shall strain 
The banks of Time, and grain by grain 
Draw what thou keepest for thy gain. 

1 am a Spirit, floating on. 

My danger and my darkness done: 
Into the open Sea I glide. 
Within its cloud, within its tide: 

yielding Sea, O air of balm, 
Intensest peace, impassioned calm. 
How can my Spirit quivering be 
Replete with all this ecstacy? 
Long, long ago I yearned to be 
Out — sailing somewhere on this Sea: 

1 yearned, and dreamed, and felt arise 
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A new desire, a swift surmise, 

As one in many mysteries: 

I dreamed, and saw, and moved upon 

Thy bosom, -not myself alone. 

Lo, in the circuit of this Sea 

I am the thing dreamed anciently: 

Whatever else sails in the sun. 

Mysteriously, of this kingdom, 

I am the being my Soul said 

Gould be, I am this being made. 

Who standeth sinking in the shore 

Of a dead Earth, and cries, "no more. 

No Soul can rise, no being be 

Not known of us, we cannot see!" 

Say on, say on: while I fulfil 

My heart, my purpose, and my will. 

Their work is doubt, and doubting still. 

Another speech, another tongue 

Flames in my Soul; whatever I sung 

Of its vibrations all was rung. 

It is not possible to stay 

This flaming speech, that far away 

Hears loud what it can faintly say. 

Out of its sounding echo goes 

This leaping flame, who can oppose 

Its passage, who its virtue knows? 

happy feet that fled the shore. 
The land is dim, if the waves pour 
Their wrath, and all their steady roar, 

1 can not hear nor see them more. 
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SONGS OF THE STARS 

THE STAR 

Because my seas are wide, and I 
Whirl through a Planet-painted sky. 
Because I dare to come and go 
Through endlessness, and overflow 
Of passion's still unfigured glow; 
Because the eyes of men shall be 
But where I take them carefully. 
The fate of men be fixed, and cast 
Wherever path of mine is passed. 
All-helpless tenants of my day 
Fade as my figure shrinks away; 
Because I dance, and swim, and be 
What all men cling to passionately — 
Upbraiding in their jealousy; 
Because I bind them in my keep. 
And hear them wail, and see them weep> 
And still with heartless vigor run 
My race immortal with the Sun, 
What challenger shall rise and say 
The Earth is fretful on her way ? 
I laugh when comes the little cry 
Of trouble-mad mortality: 
What! shall I bear thee, and invest 
My body for thy joy and zest; 
My beauty braid, and lips declare 
For thee the lullabies of air; 
My potions mix, for thee distil 
Elixirs the starred spaces fill; 
Shall I with tireless footsteps turn 
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Round the vast plains where planets burn. 
Draw past the brilliant gazing globes 
Of intense Suns my clouds and robes; 
Sustain thee when the unknown gales 
Drive into Heavenly climes and vales — 
Shall I do this, and thou dare be 
Rebellious to my Sovereignty? 
Go then; forsake my wayward will; 
If thour't a conqueror, go — fulfil 
In some far Planet's starry eyes 
The madness of thy destinies. 
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THE EARTH-SONG 

Led out on the ripples of laughter and light 
I am Bride of the Heavens, and my Lord 
is the Sun; 

tell me not other ones shine in his sight, 

I know that his passion possesses but one. 

1 know that he burns, that his eyes are consumed 

With a longing for me, that the tale of 
his days 
Is warmed with the breath of his lips, that 
perfumed 
Flies out to my bosom, is gathered and 
stays. 

I know that his passion, through plentiful 
years. 
Did beset me, I know that the storm of 
his heart 
Was hot in the flames of his failures and fears 
To break through the distance, and draw 
me apart. 

O Lord of my longing, at last in my eyes 

Is the purple of passion; O Star of the Day 

Forever I blush when the wind of surprise 
Drives the curtain of darkness that cloaks 
thee away. 

Forever the lilies and roses arise 

Where the touch of thy tenderness pressed 
me and passed. 
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Forever the face of the Earth justifies 

The caress of caresses on her heart was 
the last. 
No Planet I fear, for I braid in my hair 

Their delicate lusters, and gleam in the 
gems 
Of an infinite Heaven as one who walked there 
With garments that gathered the Stars 
to their hems. 

And the Lord of my conquest is leading me on. 
Through the depths of the midnight and 
azure of day. 
Far out where the footsteps of other Stars 
run. 
And the flash of their circlings breaks out 
into play. 

Where the Sisters of Heaven revolve in their 
twains. 
And the dials of Heaven point over the true. 
Unchangeable grace where the Planets in 
plains 
Superbly shine out for their consorts to 
view. 

There I go, and never my Sovereign denies. 
Inconstant, his presence, as planting his 
feet 
Serenely on paths of his far-reaching eyes. 
He watches the globes where they glitter 
and meet. 
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The gales of the ether blow out of their home. 
Delightful we float into space and away, 

O Lord of my loving, where thou callest I come. 
What bond hath the Earth could encompass 
her stay! 
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THE COUNTRY OF THE STAR 

And still my dwellers find me sweet. 
Still follow where my fearless feet 
Find footfall into vacant ways 
That my bright presence first betrays. 
Through the new fields of days to be 
I float in azure subtlety, 
And, with the instincts of a maid. 
Through Heaven I find the placid shade. 
Hiding a face delight makes fair. 
And plunge to cool its gladness there. 
The words of many a distant sphere 
Drift into time, and catch my ear. 
And many a Sister signals me 
With gesture of exposed beauty 
Across the light of many a Sea. 
The maids of Heaven have many a phase 
Of radiance in their sparkling ways. 
And many a Song of subtle shade 
Is in the Heavenly meadows played. 
In globes of various splendor runs 
Th' unequal ardor of the Suns; 
Resplendent in the morning air 
Flings o'er the Stars its brilliant glare 
The face of him who wakes to dare. 
I on that glittering ancestry 
Gaze as a Goddess equally; 
No matter what delightful air 
Fanned from the glades of anywhere — 
Blown from its lair of loveliness. 
Witching the keep of lost duress, — 
Flows in mysterious breezes where 
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Some figure trails her wondrous hair; 
No matter how the Stars entwine 
Tiaras where their signets shine. 
And circle other names than mine, 
Nor if the Lord of some lost way ^ 
Should blaze with sudden ecstasy 
And dash the ardor of his eyes 
Where some slow watcher waiting flies; 
Nor matter if a thousand dyes 
Mix where the light impassioned lies 
Upon some Planet splendidly — 
Still is this Heaven a home for me ! 

what resistless sense to be 
Swung like a signal out at sea. 

No dread of wave, nor gloom, nor gale. 
Nor know no tumult to assail 
Angelic wings that safely cleave 
Whatever winds they find and leave. 
Whatever course of marvelous Sun 
Down the swift glades of Time be run. 
Whatever answering image lies 
When conquest turns his burning eyes 
What shape, what fragment, what decree 
Breaks from that cloud Eternity, 
All is of them, and all of me. 

1 am no Star to wander on 
Undone, dissevered, and alone; 
Far on the fringe of all I see 
Arranged in startling panoply. 

Far in the realms where grandeur earns 
Wages of excellence, and burns 
Perfervid in the glowing urns; — 
Far where the depths of many dyes 
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Flash into their intricacies, 
And far wherever newness be 
Is still the flame that floats with me. 
My heart is as a beacon lit, 
And I, impassioned, look from it; 
I love the Heavens and starry eyes 
That fathom many mysteries; 
I love the Seas, where changing swim 
Shadows of floating seraphim. 
The keen, delicious words they sing 
Thrill through myself and everything. 
Remember that we Worlds of bliss 
Have most exquisite consciousness; 
Children of pain keep many sighs 
Surrounding where their trouble lies; 
Mortals who hovering come and go 
Over my heart in ceaseless flow — 
Forever with low-looking eyes — 
Keep not our splendid sympathies. 
But I, I yearn for every Star 
In all the Worlds that were and are. 
Where are the dazzling Worlds that swim 
With beauty bubbling to the brim ? 
Where the translucent Globes that fly 
Through airs that are a rhapsody. 
And clouds that can not sink and die? 
Where are the Seas that flash and foam 
On confines of resplendent home 
And, vanquished, beautiful become? 
Where are the Suns suddenly rise 
Bent on perfect subtleties 
And heat of every new emprise ? 
Wherever they, my heart aware 
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Of all that makes their purpose fair 

Throbs with forever gazing there ! 

Like a sweet Island, swung astream, 

I float in Heaven, where pass and gleam 

Currents and cargoes constantly. 

Swept in the winds of melody. 

When in the lull of things I rest. 

Curtained and couched, a favored guest. 

And midnight-stars light up the dream 

That lies in shadow out between 

Th' exquisite things that are, and seem, 

O then the passion and delight 

Of a pure Planet in the sight 

Of Stars whose very number makes 

A melody, and Time that takes 

Mysterious look of Infinite — 

O then the fate of Earth is fair. 

And cool the clouds that keep her there! 
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FAREWELL OF THE EARTH 
TO HER SONS 

Toll slow — toll slow — 
O let the chimes go 
Far out from my heart with solemn flow, 
For the days of the Star 
Do vanish, and are 
Where slumber and silence their darkness 

bestow. 
For the bells of the Heavens are hanging in 

spheres 
That toll to the temper of sorrow and tears. 
For the Stars of the Heavens are misty with 

pain 
That the light of the Earth lies low in the 

wane. 
And the Watchers of Heaven, who heard as 

they passed 
Call her name where forever they found her 

at last. 
On they fly through the infinite shadows in 

vain. 
For the face of the Earth is forgotten again — 
And the Legend of Earth sleeps sound with 

the slain. 

Toll low — toll low — * 

O let the light go 
With lingering looks on my face and slow. 

For the colors that fade 

From my visage were made 
Where the beautiful things of the past over- 
flow. 
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O the days that the Earth in her gladness 

sped by 
Where the pathways of Heaven are fast in 

the sky, 
And the nights when the Earth went a-slum- 

bering soon 
Because of the fancies that fell from the Moon, 
And the dusk of her changing, the dusk and 

delay 
When the Songs of the Sunset swept out with 

the day. 
And the voices of evening in tremor became 
The heralds to tell all the Stars of her name, 
O the conquest of Earth, O what charm had 

decay 
To steal all the strength of her pleasures away. 

But swing the chimes low. 
And let the words go 
With the slant of the bells that are heavy 
and slow. 

For the bursts of my sighs 
Where these sorrows arise 
Shake the symbols of sadness that tremble 
to know. 

There were voices of many that girdled in 

pride 
All the zones of the earth; lo the Singers all 

died; 
Lo the quest of the happy, and the things of 

the gay 
Dropped out into darkness and echoed away; 



i-i 
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They have gone; whither went all the change- 
able throng 

That once claimed the Earth with their conquest 
and song, 

Did they take not the secret to me did belong? 

Did they lean on my bosom, luxurious guest. 
And steal out the perfume exhaled from my 

breast ? 
Did they breathe out their love with a tumult 

of sighs 
That fell with the darkness of rain from my 

eyes ? 
While I slept did they dally, and vanquish the 

morn. 
Have they fled with my favor, and laugh they 

in scorn — 
Is the Earth all alone — do the Stars never 

mourn ? 

Ring low — ring low — 

O let the tones go 
Out into the ether with musical flow. 

For I perish, but still 

Chance melody will 
Break over the Heavens to let the Stars know. 
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THE POETS PRAISING EARTH 

My Poets people Isles of Sea, 

And walk the shores, and sing to me; 

They watch the waters, where the haze 

Falls out from Heaven, and floating stays. 

And, with ecstatic fears that he 

Should be the Singer loved of me. 

Each strikes the chords he keenest plays. 

They chant, and I, begemmed with Song, 

Bear the blue Islands lightly on, 

I smooth the Sea, and bring its end 

Gently to them, whose songs extend. 

And space floats on, and, like a flower 

Dew-hung with passion's passing hour, 

I quiver with suppressed delight. 

Stirred by the winds that choose the Night, 

And, Music making time in me, 

I brush the dewdrops in the Sea, 

Too happy rise, calling the Day, 

And Songs and Singers drift away! 
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THE FURY OF THE DEMON 
TO THE SINGER 

So, from my caverns. in the air 

I watched him when he stopped and sang; 
I grasped the clouds and held them there 

And stole the music while it rang. 

If some wild Star a tremor made 

I stirred the clouds and hid the spark, 

While the swift music stronger played 

I shut the Heavens, and kept them dark. 

What need have I of Singer sweet. 

My ears are dead to pipes and song, 

My wish is where the distant meet. 

And vast the shades where I belong. 

Do I stretch on the clouds and dream. 

Tossed in the tumult of the air, 
To hear the sound of some small theme 

Strike on the apparitions there? 

I turned the shadow of my eyes 

And made the atmosphere a gloom, 

I spread my robes on broken skies, 

And swept them to their midnight home. 

I lashed the feeble Moon away 

And scorned her crescent flickering, 

I choked the Wind-words with dismay 
And asked my Singer then to sing. 
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And when his lips, with sorrow bent, 

Dropped somber singing, plaintively, 

From out the rhythm as it went, 

I, following, snatched the melody. 

I stole the beauty, and the pain 

Rang in its shapeless manner on; 

I drew the dye and left the stain 

To stamp the making of his Song. 



Then stood he still: his singing sank 
To senseless words, said heavily. 

Still with the thirst of rage I drank 
The last drop of its harmony. 



And still I tossed the music back 

Behind me, to some summer Isles, 

But him I harassed in the black 
Shadows I laid in long defiles. 

it was joy to see him stand; 

I have a thousand men to lead, 

1 stormed the Heavens from land to land 

For him, and whirled the winds with speed. 

With wraiths of wrath I filled the dome 

Of all my vault. Immensity, 
I shut the lights about my home. 

And smote the Singer angrily. 
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I drove the Winds that wait for me 

Round their fierce course to gather in 

Old echoes I had kept to be 

Sounds of the Songs he did begin. 

With scorn I scattered them below, 

They fell incessant, like the rain 
Of some fresh weeping, and did grow. 

Watered by them, the sights of pain. 

I left him; for myself repose 

Drew from the Stars he could not see: 
I slept in Heaven, and when arose 

The Sun, misled him craftily. 

I drew the glittering Orb away 

And rolled him down on pleasant plain, 
Content was at the bridle way. 

And beauty drove the treacherous twain. 

I gave the Sun delight and ease. 

And he, the wily Monarch, smiled 

And slacked the pace, and took the peace. 
And looked not for his lands exiled. 

But I to savage brooding turned. 

And laid my hands on heavy knees 

Till the low clouds with rancor churned 

Distempered through the dripping trees. 

There is a terror of the air, 

A darkness of the very Orb, 
There is a time when touch is where 

It feels a frightened silence throb. 



82 POEMS BY ISAAC RIEMAN BAXLEY 

And he was there: I poured the dye 
Of terrible temper on the world, 

And tore the vestiges of sky 

From the scarred patches where they whirled. 

And sat me down, nearly content; 

These were the things I chose to give; 
Hark! little sound that shivering went 

Away, wast thou the last to leave? 
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SONG OF THE SINGER 

Was ever my Soul on the swell of the ether? 

And did it descend in the circle of Mars? 
O why on my lips are the Songs of a believer, 

And why through my brain is the dance 
of the Stars ? 

Was it I, of a sudden, from somewhere descended. 
Who fell, as a Planet unceasingly swings. 

And flies with her magical motion extended. 
And clings with her feet to the quivering 
strings ? 

Ah! never! the music was played or was spoken; 

Went into the drift of the ether, and there 
Lies out on the edges of Heaven all broken. 

And lies on my lips but the earth — and 
despair ! 

But the magnets of Heaven, ever busy in 
winding 

All the jewels of Heaven in glitter and play. 
Are they still ? O why will they never be finding 

The flash of the Earth-Star and bear it away? 

Away and away with the wings of the midnight. 
That carry the Stars when their musical 
rounds 

Flash into the keys, and pull them in delight 
Out over the ether in exquisite sounds. 
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For the world is fast, and it swings and swings 
And seeks for the sensitive, quivering 

strings — 
And almost stops till the melody rings. 

Be still! I am a Poet mad; 

With tongue of torment, and a name 

Struck from the World it should have had. 

And doubt, and wretchedness, and flame 

Of hatred for the things that give 

Delight to people where I live. 

With heart of Song, and lips that bleed 

Because they tear the terrible weed 

Of rottenness, and bitter, sad 

Are all the sounds I ever had. 

Why can I never stop and tear 

The thing within that's always there 

And hurl it out into the air? 

If with a savage World I stood 

Once in a savage solitude; 

Once never heard within, my heart 

Mysterious music plays its part; 

Knew that I was a crime within. 

And heard my lips their tales begin; 

O if I could look out and see 

The World in storm, and then in me 

Heard the same sound of misery — 

If once the lyre snapped in my heart, 

could my lips then learn their part ? 

1 hate to be something within 
That is as gentle as a Star 
Dipped where the sea and air begin. 
That will not move from where they are. 
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That keeps by Heaven and keeps by land — 

And is what Angels understand — 

And then with level lips that close 

Determined over all that flows 

From some imagined World to me, 

Stand in a vexed World sullenly — 

And vex it still with obstinacy. 

I am a Poet mad, with tongue 

That knows the speech of Heaven, and smote 

Last night in Heaven, as Angels sung 

The secrets of my lips, and wrote 

Words on the echoes of their air. 

And was, O bliss, a Poet there! 

It was the sound of slumbering. 

This is the World, I can not sing: 

There's nothing overhead, the Sky 

Gleams with a rancorous subtlety; 

There's not a Star dares gird its dance. 

No Planet springs her bold entrance. 

Shame on their faces! they refuse! 

Could Beauty ever give excuse? 

Ah! Wind and Cloud, I know where none. 

Not even you, will dare to come, 

A gulf that lies stretched openly — 

Refusing nothing — O the Sea! 

My heart sinks with its sounds in thee! 

But the World floats on, and swings and swings. 
And waits for the silver sound of the strings — 
And my Heart holds tight, and to it clings. 
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THE FORGIVENESS OF THE DEMON 

I wept, and the soft rain of tears 

Washed through the darkness at my feet. 
And he, the passionate Singer, hears 

My heart-throbs in their hurried beat. 

Slowly the burdened clouds I break 
In pieces, and, with pallid face. 

One after one of the Stars I take 

And burnish in its glittering place. 
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THE DREAM 

It may be that the things that live 

By some exceeding subtle Star 

Swept to the Planet where I stayed, 

And drew me, with words they made 

Over a new unfinished bar. 

Out to their homes where Music hung 

In air — and down the Stars distinctly rung. 

Or was it that a Spirit dyed 
The mists of morn, and overlaid 
The edge of Earth, and rolled the tide 
For once as other Worlds were made ? 
And broke the sequence of the Sea, 
And jarred the air with mystic time. 
And while it scattering came, he played 
The Songs of Stars and gave them me? 

Stars where the cloud-heaps float in foam 
Of some peculiar light that will 
But scintillate, and keep its own 
Expression and its movement still; 
Where clouds love music, and exist 
Stretched sensitive upon the air. 
And things no Song of ours would dare 
From out the lips of Singers flow, 
And float in Heaven, and from them 
O tell me, was it into these 
Extremely furnished harmonies 

I strayed. 
And listened while the music played — 
Or even did I hear it here 
Sound in the Earth's real atmosphere? 
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I know that Singers stretch their strings 

In dews of morn, and from the night 

Splash out their liquid murmurings, 

And dip their fingers in delight 

Through the cool things of Earth, and fling. 

There in the coming of the Day, 

What words he loves and bears away. 

I know that ears are ever tuned 

To catch the sonnets of the Sun, 

And lips are begging nights that mooned 

Full-figured, waver in replies 

Fantastic things to following eyes — 

And he who sings exactly these 

Is Poet — with his mysteries. 

What care I though the Gates of Day, 

Swift moving with their golden bars 

Thrown wide on roads that bear way 

The Night, and Moon and thousand Stars — 

And there reflecting in the Sun 

Stand opening wide to every one — 

Should never pass me, and I lay 

Shut in by night, and dawn and day 

What care I if the Sentinel 

Should never know me, as, aflame 

With touches of the hastening Stars, 

And flying skirt of desperate Moon, 

He draws too close the Day and soon. 

Nor care I though his glorious eyes. 

Forever glittering in pursuit 

Of him who trails the dew-damp foot. 

Should sweep me with their vivid stare. 

And find me strange, and leave me there. 
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If I must harken as they go. 

The things that make me love them so, 

And watch them, when their fluttering hands 

Make signet of the signs they know 

To pass him where he nodding stands. 

The strange old Ward of Earth and Lands — 

If I must catch the words of tune 

The Stars sing in the ring of Moon, 

To charm him as they drift away 

The thousandth time in face of Day, 

And with no trace themselves, betray; 

The thousandth time if I must say 

Whatever words they're answering. 

Words of the kind he seems to know. 

To please him ere he let me go — 

Forgive him that did keep me so — 

And smite the lips he says shall flow, — 

Then through the shadows of the deep 

Sweep on, ye Stars, and let me keep 

Unhappy watch through Gates of Day 

While ye, ye Wanderers, steal away. 

Sometime some Maid of Heavenly race. 
Too eager for the purple deep, 
With laugh of parting, and a pace 
That speeds with print of fluttering feet 
The edge of Morn, shall delicate 
Entangle with the speech she gives 
A word of Heaven, and I by fate 
Shall catch the country where she lives. 

And then, because I find out where 
A path is in the Clouds, and when 
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Delight is summering through the air, 
With Stars that hide themselves, and then. 
Far from the fretful eyes of Day, 
Disrobe and in the darkness play, — 
Ah ! then, perhaps if I should be 
Chanced with th' impulsive company 
That press the gates and throng the ways 
Again where the old Warder stays. 
And looks and wonders while the Sun 
Keeps panting with the path he's on 
Ah! then, perchance because my lips 
Have really breathed the midnight sky 
And touched the faintest cloud that tips 
The fluttering Moon as she goes by. 
It might be that delight would make 
My memory willing, and I say 
The common words he loves to take 
When out he swings the Gates of Day. 

Keep on, ye Singers, who divide 

The quarters of the Earth, and string 

Content your chords, and play beside 

The ways the World is wandering. 

Shall I be with you, or away 

Risk in the shapes of Sky and Cloud 

The strangeness of my Songs, and stay 

Far from the courts where listeners crowd 

In circles where the Poets play? 

None answer: and I cannot hear. 

When with a desperate, struggling wing 

I fan my Songs, and they appear 

Lost in the mighty murmuring 

That clouds the roads from Star to Star — 
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Can only see them fade, and far 

Toss through the depths where terrors are. 

It is my secret, and — afraid 

To settle when your wings of peace 

Rest where the Earth has shores of ease. 

And where the Pipes of Song have played 

So long the very Seas are said 

To sing the sands into a tune — 

I shall, with shadow of the Moon, 

And swift-winged Stars in fiery bands. 

Vanish from where he always stands — 

That strange old Ward of Earth and Lands — 

Clamoring for words he understands. 
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THE DREAMERS 

My love, why should we test the Earth ? 

Why Folly bind us, and we cling 
A-tempering on the edge of Mirth ? 

Thou art not kind in answering. 

Why not ? The Stars are very near. 
And we so lightly stationed wait. 

Come, shall we venture? Is it fear. 
Or loving, keeps thee hesitate ? 

It is not I exacts delay. 

And thou, 'tis marvelous to me 

Feeling thy form in the Earth-winds sway, 
For the dead Earth is strange to thee. 

There are no airs around us near. 

Hist thee, my Love, lo everything 

Falls from the Stars, and faintly here 

Drops from the Stars their questioning. 

Lo, all the gentle things have gone, 

The flutes have flown, ah, why not we ? 

The Poets sang, and one by one, 

Paced from the groves of Arcady. 

Look in their dead aisles through the breeze. 
There's echo only, and decay 

Stirs all the stoppage of the trees 
To blot the feet that went away. 
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See! 'tis the treachery of the Sun 
To steal his touches on the eyes 

Of stark dead marbles, and to run 
His fingers through infirmities. 

Ah! when he's finished with the face 
Of Beauty, see how cold she lies. 

Her wet cheek moulded into place. 

That Earth should show her agonies. 

And still thou'rt constant? Here I chide 
And all th' unhappy signets show. 

And yon the Stars arise and glide 
In safety, and in pleasure glow. 

Yon are the Stars, and they go thronging 
And we are here, with feet astill. 

And watch them pass, and they go longing, 
And their old paths they upward fill. 



'Tis I — my fault — myself alone — 

So little, and dispassionate; 
My Song is only undertone, 

Thou wantest — I, unable, wait. 

Can I not change thee? Never yield 
Thee music that will move thy feet ? 

And never take thee where the field 
Of midnight will the music meet ? 

Come Love: the winds of ancient nights 
Strike on the Earth, and rise, and flow 

Mixed with still ancienter delights 

That struggle from their memory slow. 
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Like an intense, mysterious air 

That startles, and becalms again. 

The households of the Planets there 

Open their doors, and close, and then — 

We look and listen in the dark. 

And they, invisibly within. 
Stand in their homes, and but the spark 

Of answer glows where they had been. 

And so they cherish, and deceive, 

And do forget what we would know; 

And yet, O Love, before we leave. 
This is the air with them will go. 

They spread their hands, and move and stay. 
Finding the steps that thread the clouds; 

They stop, and vanish, and delay. 

And stand intent in splendid crowds. 

See how their burdened figures climb. 
Slowly with waiting, overhead. 

And then, like words that catch the rhyme. 
Rush out, in faster music led. 

We cannot keep them : still they come, 

Refreshed from some unknown descent. 

And pale with longing far from home, 

And dazzled when they homewards went. 

There is the movement of their gait. 
See, shall we hasten and entwine 

Our garments round the Winds that wait 
Impatient where the Stars decline? 
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Lo, every ripple of the Sea 

Runs o'er the brink, and goes away, 
Slips from its sleepless bed, and we. 

Also awake, gaze on, and stay. 

Look! Every name of Passion's there. 

And every glory that the Sun 
Saw done in any summer air 

Died out the road the Stars are on ! 

And we remain: and still the Day 

Unseals his record from the Night, 

And scatters, like an heir, away 

His testament the Stars did write: — 

And all the riches hoarded by 

Dishonored fade, and he, the Sun, 

Reels up a flaring edge of sky 

And we — O Love, we've gone! we've gone! 
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THE DREAM SONG 

At last, at last, 
With wing in the wind, 

And wind in the depths of Heaven, 
And face in the flash of the Stars as they 
passed. 
And eyes where the Stars are Seven! 
At last where the Moon, with its silver sphere. 
Swings swift round the Earth, and flies so near 
I laugh lest the men in the World should see 
The cold white Globe come threateningly. 

At last on the edge of the purple dark 

The whirl of my wings is free. 
And I chase at my will a great white spark 

That always appeared to me 
Like a flame cast into the Sky, and kept 

By something invisibly: 
Fast, fast through the lights, and the shadows and rain 
Of the Star-drops that disappear out in the plain 
I vanish, and faster forever I gain. 
My love and myself at last in the Sky 
And its passionate sights of intensity; 
For I pant and I palpitate thinking of when 

I stood on the Earth and looked up at the Sky, 
And sighed for the beautiful Stars that were then 

Dissevered and far in their mystery: 
O the trouble, and passion, and tears of the Day 
That spotted the Earth, in its dust of decay. 
That fiercely drank down of my sorrows alway : 
But I live by the Stars, and they flame and they fade 
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Wherever my quest of desire is made, 
And never, since then, am I lost or afraid. 
But the Love of the Stars ! O the atmosphere 

They kept from the Earth, and concealed in the Sky ! 
When I loved on the Earth, my love was dear. 

And the kiss of the Earth was an alchemy; 
But the Stars, O the luminous Stars are where 
Love's never afraid, for his vesture there 
Will the lips never weave what the heart will not wear. 
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DANCING STARS 

I know not where, I know not where 

The Earth is round, and still 
The Stars will love the midnight air. 

And sparkling dance their fill; 
I know not where they glide away. 

Nor how they pass the Sea, 
And come again when tired Day 

Asks for their melody. 

I know not how their sweet embrace 

Is constant, and how true 
Each sees at morn the lovely face 

At eve each lover knew; 
I know not how they whirl and float 

So surely through the Sky, 
And never lose a moment's note 

In all the minstrelsy. 

I can not tell, and know not whose 

Eyes are enchanted there, 
Nor how the magic maidens choose 

Their steps into the air; 
I only know that weary lies 

The daring of the Sun, 
Who murmurs while the wave replies — 

And still the Stars dance on! 
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SONG OF THE ISLANDS IN THE SEA 

Shine on, you Stars, but know that we 

Are still the Islands in the Sea; 

We know you while you rise and bound 

From the dead underworld, and round 

Swift Heaven whirl on impatiently. 

Searching the Seas and shores where we 

Appearing keep serenity. 

We are the Islands of the Sea 

To sing you still forever home 

When you revisit us, and come 

From out the dreadful underdome 

With shadows on your slumbering eyes. 

And open them into our skies. 

Here we await on conquered Seas, 

Stretched under clouds that float like these. 

And here in quiet caverns shine 

Our faces, and those eyes of thine. 

Deep where the land lies under Sea 

The eyes of love pierce ardently: 

Who were the lovers would not meet 

In thoughts that tangle up the feet? 

And whose the lip tastes not the rose 

On lips, that in the bosom grows? 

We are the Islands of the Sea, 

And solmd the World with melody: 

Why is it that there always stand 

Listening ashore along the land 

Poets, who strive to catch the glee 

That breaks adrift from Isles of Sea. 

We are the Queens of Song, who keep 

Courts on the circuits of the deep. 
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And if our Songs should ever be 
Sung harsh, we send them over Sea, 
There, rippling scattered o'er the wave, 
They sweeter come than when we gave. 

The old, deep Sea draws down the weight 
Of sadness, and on palpitate 
The rhythms of our unknown air 
To land, and find the listeners there. 

As the swift Stars within the tide 
Of Heaven astream, we Islands glide 
Voluptuous leagues of rounded Seas 
Caressed when Love can keenest please: 
When Dawn is young, and shyly breaks 
We lie await till rose-lip takes. 
And when adark the water steals 
The Sea-Isle thrills and conquest feels: 
O wind and blossom. Sun and smile, . 
You reach us first on far-flung Isle, 
And still whatever Music strays 
Away, the sweetest ever stays. 

Why is it that the palms decline 
Softer a-sea than shore, are thine? 
Why is it that the fervid deep 
Refused our blossoming selves to keep. 
And, burst on struggles of the tide. 
We rose to Heaven, and lightly ride ? 
Kept on the compass of the Sea 
We never know monotony. 
For cloud and Sun, and hungered breeze 
Blow ever through our floating trees. 
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And ever, thirsting deep the taste 
Of flowers, for us the Sea-winds haste. 

We are the Islands of the Sun, 
The sweetest ever dreamed upon; 
For Seas can dream, and lying there 
With all the midnight on the air. 
With all the Stars so very still. 
And all the clouds at rest, until 
There's nothing that could hear a Song — 
The waves in slumbering slip along. 
We are the Isles where color stays. 
And where the burnished stroke of days 
Rings on the gilded globe of Sun 
The echo of his numbers done: 
We are the Isles where sonnets gleam 
Down in the darkness of the stream. 
And while the Stars enchanted sing 
Sonnets flash up in answering. 

O Islands in the Purple Sea 

Fear not to drift on any shore. 
Nor ever fear exquisitely 

Thy Songs shall fade, and sound no more: 
Where would the eager lips of Day 

Ope in the morn, and where would rhyme 
Beat its delicious roundelay 

By any shores, if not on thine ? 

Where would the tired Star alight 

From the vast plains they're flying through. 
And, weary-winged, rest when the Night 

Slips out beyond themselves and you? 
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Couch of the Moon, and dream of Star, 
O Isles where all the World can rest, 

And all that journey by you are 

With secret of your parting blest. 

Ye are but magnets in the air 

Polished by glory of the Sun, 
Swung o'er the Seas, ye islands fair. 

To draw the eyes the Seas upon: 
To tempt the heart of all the shore 

Out into your uncertain tide. 
And lead all love that went before 

Still on, and gather more beside. 

We are the Isles where Music lies 

Almost unstrung, so very low 
Languish impulsive harmonies 

Into the faintest sounds they know: 
Where something keeps the strings apart. 

And all the passion playing there 
Is timid, that the very heart 

Of Love lies beating on the air! 

We are the Isles — not very far — 

Look on our bosoms bared for thee. 
Come, see our willing footsteps are 

Imprinted pleading in the Sea; 
We watch the clouds that keep the shore. 

And sing the little sails afloat. 
And believing draw the shallops o'er 

Incessant, with our silvery note. 
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Shine on, ye Stars, but always know 
Sea-Isles are waiting here below; 
Ye ply the paths of Heaven, and we 
Hold something shining in the Sea, 
In Heaven whenever you shall pass 
We keep your journey in the glass. 
Leagues of the Sea you come and go. 
And all your wanderings will we know. 

With arms entwined from shore to shore 
We glide, and singularly pour 
Mysterious passion of our Song 
On Souls that unto us belong; 
We signal, piercing to the eyes, 
And eagerly the helmsman plies 
His circles that shall sweep him near. 
And traffics swiftly over here. 

Lost to the land, forever gone. 

Never returned is anyone; 

And if their eyes shall ever be 

With Stars reflecting in the Sea — 

And if their eyes shall ever gaze 

In Heaven, where still the starlight plays — 

And if their eyes should then forget. 

And vanish unforgotten, yet 

Still on their lips would lingering be 

The Songs they heard in Isles of Sea. 

We are the Isles of Sea, and twine 
Our passion into words divine — 
And still the Stars look on and shine. 
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VOX HUMANA 

Chanting by the sunset, 

Singing in the dawn. 
Playing through the Heavens 

While the sails blow on. 
Dipping in the amethyst 

Effusions of the sky 
The temper of our instruments 

As close the shades go by; 
Striking from the gentled chords 

Every bewildering note 
That haunted all the happy sounds 

That every Poet wrote, 
Watching the clouds caught in the strings 

Break into melody. 
And scatter through the atmosphere. 

And drop into the Sea; 
Floating the music up and down 

Where every ripple blows. 
We are the Singers of the air. 

And watch it where it goes. 
We see it tangle in the Stars 

And die into the night. 
And hear the laughter of the Souls 

Who passed it in delight. 
We see them stop, as, one by one. 

They turn, listening again. 
And hear, bearing our strings away, 

Their anxious sighs of pain : 
We sow the secret of our Songs 

Far out into the Sky, 



POEMS BY ISAAC RIEMAN BAXLEY I05 

And eagerly the blossoms blow 

About the country high, 
And we, inclined upon the Winds, 

Chant in the scented air. 
And all the World is still to catch 

The hidden Singers there. 
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THE VANISHED SONG 

Idly afloat in seas of Rhyme, 

With sails in slumber on the air, 
And eyes that watch the careless time 

Beating monotonously there. 
Silent, alone on a lost Sea, 

Far from the Sun, afar from Shore, 
And far from Stars that dimly be 

Still far from where the Stars are more. 

Forever lulled, forever heard 

But sounds that colors bring the Wave, 
Forever waiting, never word 

From me, for everything they gave, 
Doomed into silence, undismayed 

Indulgence from the helpless Seas 
To fathom, and to see betrayed 

Secrets to scatter when I please. 
Shall I return and Music bring, 

Deceive the wandering Stars and steal 
Back while their lips enchanted ring. 

And in the Sun their Songs reveal ? — 
When I go back, if in my eyes 

The Songs of Stars are hovering, 
They fall unspoken, and there lies 

Silence on me, although they sing. 
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